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Summary: The Emilia faction is comprised entirely of wholly suspicious individuals. 
From the beginning of the royal selection, they seem to be at least one step ahead of 
everyone else. Anastasia is intent to uncover whatever it is that they are hiding. 


*Chapter 1*: Concerning the Emilia Camp 


“| desire a society where all citizens are treated equally!” 


Emilia’s voice boomed through a cold gilded hall, silencing all the clustered nobility that 
had been speaking against her moments earlier. 


From her words to her mannerisms, the half elf was completely different to how she 
had acted only two months before, when the Candidates had first convened. Thus, it 
startled Anastasia. It was all quite unexpected, and Anastasia was not at all fond of the 
unexpected. 


“Furthermore, with the aid of my faction and my knight, | intend to wipe out the witch 
cult once and for all.” 


Many in the crowd erupted into shocked whispers at this girl, at this upstart half-demon 
who dared to make such a ridiculous promise, dared to even set foot in such a 
hallowed place- 


Unheeding of the increasingly vitriolic whispering around her, the girl bowed to the 
throne before her, her long silver hair almost sweeping the floor. 


“That is all. | thank you for your kind attention.” 
As the beautiful girl stepped back into line, the lilac haired woman frowned. 


It was completely unsettling. The pitifully timid and easily swayed Emilia that Anastasia 
had met previously, as well as heard about from her spies, might as well have been a 
completely different person. the young woman who now stood ramrod straight in the 
face of her detractors with a stoic expression, was almost unrecognizable. 


“You did really good back there, Emilia-tan! I'm truly impressed!” 


“Do you really think so, Subaru? It was kinda scary... especially since | was worried 
you would jump out and say something thoughtless again...” 


“Oi, | learned my lesson the first time. Besides, | couldn’t do anything stupid when | 
gave you so much talk on making a good first impression.” 


The master-servant duo giggled to each other like mischievous children. 


As they walked down a bustling shopping street in the capital hand in hand, the young 
couple drew quite a bit of attention from the people around them. The witch of envy’s 
doppelganger hanging out with a knight nobody recognized was not something the 
average Lugunican citizen saw every day. 


Subaru stopped abruptly and squinted ahead. 


“Hey, | think that’s Julius and Anastasia-san over there. Why not see what they're up 
to?” 


As they made their way through the crowd, Subaru waved to get their attention. Julius 
looked up sharply as he noticed their approach. 
he bowed deeply with perfect poise, one hand over his heart to greet his superior 


properly. 
“Ah, Lady Emilia. And Sir Natsuki, correct?” 
“Hello again, Julius. It's good to meet you, Anastasia.” 


“Yo, Julius. It feels weird to be called Sir, just Subaru is fine. Hello Lady Anastasia.” 


The borderline-disrespectful informality of Natsuki’s greeting put Anastasia on edge 
somewhat. Despite that, Ana still knew when and where to be diplomatic. She took her 
cue and smiled her best merchant's smile. 


“Natsuki-kun, miss Emilia. Good to meetcha both.” 


What followed was some wheedling for information skillfully disguised as small talk. 
The duo in front of her bothered Anastasia somewhat. Not that she disliked them or 
suspected they were bad people, she simply felt rather irked that her unparalleled 
information network had not picked up much of anything about her competitor Emilia, 
and especially that it had not picked up a single detail of the character in front of her 
calling himself Natsuki Subaru. 


One would think that they would be important enough figures to leave some kind of 
paper trail. 


Just as both groups said their goodbyes, Emilia awkwardly cleared her throat and 
struck a dramatic pose with particular emphasis on what was probably meant to be a 
pointing confidently. The sheer goofiness of the unexpected sight was almost enough 
to make Anastasia fall backwards. 


“Umm, one more thing... hey, Anastasia, that fur scarf is, unm, tacky! Maybe you 
should get rid of it?” 


Anastasia furrowed her eyebrows in confusion. 


” 


“Um... no. 


The two men in knight uniforms stood in shocked silence at this sudden display of 
rudeness for a few moments. The first to snap out of this stupor was Subaru. 


Waving his hands about in the air like the flapping wings of a startled duck, he cried 
out, “OlOloioi Emilia-tan, be a bit more subtle please!” 


“Ah! | don’t know what came over me, I'm sorry miss Anastasia!” 


Crusch took a deep breath. "The location of the White Whale you say..." No matter how 
many times she subtly asked, her divine blessing of the wind registered Lady Emilia 
and her knight's words as truths, but that only confused her more. 


As any Royal Candidate would be, she was rather suspicious of the seemingly 
mismatched group of people who made up most of her rival camps, but was especially 
wary of Lady Emilia and her chosen knight. 


The two of them, along with a young man who claimed to be in charge of all internal 
affairs and diplomacy within the faction, had shown up at her door with an offer of an 
alliance seemingly out of the blue. 


Of course, sly as they were, the representatives of camp Emilia did not fail to bring 
something to sweeten the deal. 


“That's correct, Lady Karsten.” said Otto, the diplomatic official. “We are in possession 
of a metia that tells us the time and location of the White Whales' next appearance. We 
are offering it to you in exchange for an alliance between our factions and mutual aid.” 


Unsatisfied by the rather vague answer, Crusch continued to press them for more 
information for the next few minutes. She was concerned primarily in respect to how 
and why they thought, or rather knew, that she was hunting the whale. The answers 
from her rival and her two representatives continued to be completely truthful. It all 
seemed to boil down to, Natsuki Subaru with the assistance of Otto’s information, had 
simply deduced that it was such. 


Finally, Crusch gave in. 


“Your terms seem to be fair and reasonable. | will accept this deal, but bear well in mind 
that any deception or treachery will be met with dire consequences.” 


She stretched out her hand, and Emilia took it warmly in both of hers. 


“Of course, Miss Crusch. None of my camp have any intention of betrayal." The half 
elf's pale cheeks went slightly pink as she cleared her throat and hesitated for a 
moment. “And, it would make me reeealy happy, if we could be friends too, and not just 
business partners.” 


Such an innocent statement said with pure honesty almost convinced crusch to put her 
misgivings aside for a moment. 


Julius Euclius was immediately mistrustful of the strange man with no noble lineage or 
achievements to his name who appeared in the royal hall in the uniform of a knight. 
Thankfully he was dressed as a knight of the Mather’s domain and not a royal knight, 
or else Julius may truly have had a bone to pick with him. 


He was even more mistrustful when Lady Emilia made the claim that the young man’s 
assistance would help her to annihilate the great witchbeasts and the witch cult. 


To his absolute shock, mere days later, the Emilia faction were well on their way to 
accomplishing their ridiculous claims. 


Having formed an alliance with Crusch and Felt factions, the three camps working 
together took down the White Whale hardly a week after the beginning of the selection. 
Within forty eight hours, they had also eliminated three sin archbishops, two of whom 
Reinhard had supposedly had to duel personally. The third was reported to have been 
taken down by Lady Emilia and her strange personal knight. 


It was simply all too suspicious. 


He didn't exactly believe that the Emilia faction were pulling the strings behind this 
series of events. From his previous encounters with the Lady Emilia, he could not 
imagine her attempting to mastermind any manner of devious plot. Besides, if Reinhard 
had faith in them, they must have been trustworthy to some degree. 


Unfortunately, miraculously encountering the whale and being attacked by three 
archbishops in the span of forty eight hours was incredibly improbable, not to mention 
the astronomically low odds of beating all four. 


Julius was calmed by the fact that his Lady was already investigating her competitors 
at great length. No matter what they had to hide, he felt complete faith that the most 
expansive information network on the continent would be able to strip their secrets 
bare. 


Julius’s faith was sadly misplaced. 
The atmosphere in Anastasia’s office that morning was uncomfortably tense. 


Ricardo, Julius, and the kitten triplets sat around their lady's desk, waiting intently with 
bated breath for her to break the silence. 


Anastasia coughed lightly. 
“Well. I've called y'all here today to discuss the matters of my competitors in the royal 


selection. I'm sure y'all knew already that | was investigatin’ em, but it's high time to 
share the results.” 


The young business tycoon sighed quietly, indicating a bit more weariness than she 
wished to let on. 


“Well, y'all certainly know already that one of tha most dangerous elements in business 
‘r politics is unpredictable opponents. So, | regret to say tha’... three out of our four rival 
factions are complete wild cards.” 


Ricardo whistled. 


“So, first off we have the Crusch faction. The house Karsten was the closest to the 
royal family an’ already has considerable support and backers. The fact tha’ miss 
Crusch was engaged to the late prince may be a problem if she or the people decide 
that it qualifies her to have inheritance of the throne. However, that shan't be a problem 
in all likelihood.” 


“Then, we have the Felt faction. Miss Felt is a girl of unknown parentage from the 
slums, but her tenacity an’ the support of house Astrea is certainly earning her some 
followers. Miss Felt is the first wildcard of the bunch, but her insistence on destroying 
tha kingdom to build anew and her hatred of the bourgeoisie classes has deterred 
almost all th’ noble support she may have garnered otherwise.” 


“Next, the Priscilla faction. Records of the existence of both miss Priscilla and her 
knight are... spotty at best. | can't find anythin’ concrete about either of their 
childhoods, but miss Priscilla’s personality as well as her frankly shockin’ competence 
in runnin’ the Barriele domain make ‘er a real obstacle.” 


“Lastly, the Emilia faction. Miss Emilia grew up in the Elior forest as somethin’ of a 
hermit. Her appearance poses a huge disadvantage to her chances, but outta all our 
rivals, her faction is the one tha’ has me the most worried.” 


Anastasia sighed again and rubbed her temples before continuing. 


“To put it in almost crude terms, the Emilia faction ‘s a group o’ ragtag weirdos with 
seemingly no connection to each other who joined together all at the same time, two 
months ‘fore the selection was announced. Some of ‘em are normal members of 
society, but others of ‘em have little to no record o’ their existence. Her knight for 
example, that Natsuki fellow, is a complete blank slate. This is the first time that all of 
my connections pulled together ‘ave failed to come up with even a single scrap of 


a” 


paper on a person. It's... quite frustratin’ and not a little unsettlin’. 
Tivey raised his hand. Anastasia inclined her head to him to give permission to speak. 


“So... miss, what do you make of this then? Do you think Lady Emilia’s faction are 
hiding their true identities, or something? Could some of them be bad people?” 


“Well... tha’s just the thing Tivey dear. | don't rightly know what ta think of all this. Tha's 
why | called the five of y’all here in private. As my closest allies, | was hoping that y'all 
may have some ideas that | don't.” 


The room remained uncomfortably quiet. 
Julius, looking rather off put, spoke up. 


“If | may, my Lady, these are incredibly suspicious circumstances, but | feel that camp 
Emilia should not be written off as treacherous or anything of the like just yet. | think 
that as long as they have Reinhard’s trust, they should in turn be trustworthy 
themselves... to some degree.” 


“Of course. | find tha idea of someone malicious foolin’ the Sword Saint just as 
disturbin’ as any Lugunican would. And I'm not about ta write them off as evildoers just 
yet, don't ya worry about that Julius-kun. But for tha time being, the main issue is that 
havin’ completely unknown competitors could cause us some serious problems in the 
long run.” 


This time, it was Ricardo raising his hand. 


“Ana-bo, all this talk’s lovely an all, but what are we gonna do about it?” 


The heavy oaken door emblazoned with the Astrea’s ancient family crest creaked 
open. 


“Julius! Welcome! Come inside, Carol has just prepared some light snacks and pastries 
for us. | hope they are to your liking.” 


“Thank you Reinhard, I'm sure Miss Carol’s cooking will be delicious.” 


The redheaded knight beamed back at Julius, making him feel a little guilty for lying to 
his friend about the true purpose of their meeting today. 

Julius had written a letter to Reinhard, asking him if he wanted to spend a day together 
simply for leisure, as friends. In reality, he was at the Astrea estate to glean a little 
information on the competitors of the Anastasia faction. Julius squashed the guilt with 
the thought that it would be much worse for Reinhard and his Lady if the Emilia faction 
really were tricking them, and the Felt faction landed in a huge scandal, or worse. 
Besides, Reinhard would get the leisure time with a friend he had been promised 
regardless. 


Dragon knows he needed it. 


The two knights headed to a balcony with a stunning view of the Astrea estate’s 
impeccably tended gardens. The weather was perfectly warm and the sky was clear, 
and within a few minutes the both of them had been lulled into pleasant relaxation. 


Julius was also delighted to find that Carol’s snacks and tea sweets were indeed 
delicious. 


After a few hours of idle chatter with the occasional interruption by the Lady Felt 
barging through the balcony doors and attempting to steal confections off of Reinhard’s 
plate, Julius felt it was finally time to broach the questions he had come here to ask. 


“So, Reinhard...” he began, in the most casual tone he could muster, as he examined a 
small decorated cookie intently. “I heard your Lady's faction had formed a successful 
alliance with both camp Crusch and camp Emilia, correct?” 


Reinhard set down his teacup and nodded. 

“Yes.” Reinhard mulled over the question in his mind, taking a few moments to process 
the change in topic. “Technically, it is only Lady Emilia’s faction that has allied to both 
my Lady and to Lady Crusch. We have been discussing terms of an alliance between 
Felt faction and Lady Crusch’s, but it has not yet been finalized...” 

Julius put a hand to his chin in thought. 

“Is that so... | apologize if this is a terribly rude thing to say, but | struggle to find a 
proper way to phrase it. Reinhard, are you completely sure that Lady Emilia’s 
associates are trustworthy?” 


Reinhard stared in confusion, before he blanched in shock that his friend was seriously 
asking him such a question. 


“But Julius, what in the world do you mean? Of course they are trustworthy, haven't you 
seen the good they've done already!? Perhaps they're all a bit strange, Subaru 
especially, but-” 


He cut off his words, biting his lip. 


“My apologies. | spoke too harshly... but yes, Julius. I'm certain we can trust them.” 


The room was awkwardly silent for a few long moments. 
Fixing his gaze on his friend, Reinhard asked in an unusually clear tone, 
“If | may ask, what made you question Lady Emilia's faction like this?” 


Julius sighed and brushed his hair back with a hand to calm himself. He realized he 
should come as clean as possible, hopefully without upsetting or disappointing 
Reinhard. 


“Well, to tell you the truth... Lady Anastasia is quite perturbed by them. She did her 
research on all her opponents, you know, and found that even compared to the Priscilla 
faction, camp Emilia seems to be particularly good at hiding their true identities and 
backgrounds. In fact, several of the members lack any background documentation at 
all... we were concerned that they may have been hiding something... dangerous, 
perhaps.” 


“Thank you for your concern, but | firmly believe that your worries are unfounded.” 


Those words didn’t sit too well with Julius. How could such a suspicious group of 
people have earned Reinhard's full trust within mere months? Even after knowing him 
for several years, Julius had never witnessed such an outburst of emotion like the one 
he just saw from the Sword Saint. The notion left a small pit in his stomach as it settled 
in. 


He was far from convinced, but felt that it was best to let the matter be. 


“| apologize for ruining the atmosphere. | trust you plenty enough to take you at your 
word, Reinhard.” 


“It's fine. It makes me glad that you are concerned, to be honest. Thank you, Julius.” 


In the silence that followed, Reinhard took another sip of his tea before very carefully 
placing the teacup perfectly into the saucer with the fingertips of both hands. He 
swallowed, and spoke. 


“By the way, Julius- don't you find Subaru...familiar?" 
Julius knitted his brows. 


"Familiar?" He asked, confused by Reinhard's phrasing and sudden awkwardness. 
"How so?" 

Subaru Natsuki was anything but familiar. From his mannerisms, to his looks, to the 
way he spoke, he was completely foreign, alien even. "| can't say that | do, no." 
Reinhard sighed in a disappointed tone. 


“It's nothing. ‘If you know, you know’, is the sort of thing Subaru would say about it. 
Please disregard what | just said.” 


“..Right.” 


With more questions raised than answered, Julius and Reinhard spent the rest of the 
evening in rather subdued conversation before bidding farewells. 


It had been an uneventful year for the Anastasia faction. Too uneventful, as many of 
the members including Anastasia herself were concerned. 


Though Anastasia had made leaps and bounds in drafting potential policies, charity 
work, and improving her image and standing with the Lugunican people, she was still 
rather perturbed that the Emilia faction, and somewhat by extension the Crusch and 
Felt factions, had hogged all of the glorious achievements. 


Thankfully, eliminating monsters was not all that made a ruler. 


Emilia’s faction had greatly increased their repute with the people, and there were 
many rumors surrounding her knight in particular, both good and ill. The martial 
prowess of a young beastman under her employ nicknamed the Golden Tiger were 
rather prevalent as well. 


The Crusch and Felt camps had both received a boost in reputation too, but 
unfortunately for Felt it had also increased the number of people who disparaged her 
by saying she was only in the running at all because of her knight. 


Especially since the rumored defeat of the Great Rabbit, the martial might of the Emilia 
faction was something that could simply not be ignored. 


And Anastasia simply could not let them remain a mystery forever. 


The city of Priestella. 


The famous watergate city stood at the borders of all four major nations in the middle of 
the continent. As a bustling hub of commerce, art, and people, it was the perfect place 
to hold meetings of the highest importance. 


Anastasia had formally invited all of her competitors and their close associates to an all 
expenses paid trip to the watergate city, in the world class hotel the Water Plumage 
Pavilion. Each of them save for the Priscilla camp had received the extra motivation of 
some sort of boon that she could offer them, in the hopes of convincing them of her 
goodwill, and of course, currying some favors down the line. 


The only reason Anastasia didn't give Priscilla’s faction an extra boon was simply that 
she had no idea what in the world they wanted or aimed for. The Emilia faction was 
slightly tricky as well, but Anastasia eventually decided on offering them her support in 
creating a public relations campaign to offset Lady Emilia's unfortunate natural 
disadvantage in the selection. A bit of a weak offering as they go, but Dragon knows 
they could use it. 


That part of the plan went better than she expected, but not quite as well as she hoped. 


Three of the four factions she invited showed up, with the exception of the Priscilla 
faction. 


The first night went quite smoothly, with a healthy level of fraternizing happening 
between each of the attending camps. The traditional Kararagi-style dinner was a big 
hit as well, and it certainly pleased Anastasia’s own palate and sentimentality. 


She was glad to see that bridges were being formed between her camp and others, 
even if Julius was responding a little too cordially to Natsuki’s attempts to speak to him. 


Sitting at the head of such a lively table with Mimi peacefully dozing in her lap, 
Anastasia smiled quietly at the conclusion of a successful evening. 


Just after sunrise the next morning, Anastasia walked leisurely through the halls on her 
way to the gardens of the Water Plumage Pavilion. 


On her way, she happened to spot a trio of fellow early birds deep in conversation. 
“...won't be a repeat of last run’s incident, since Regulus is already dead...” 


“Thank goodness... nightmare for Betty that was.” 


Unable to glean any coherent information from her eavesdropping, Anastasia chose to 
butt in instead. 


“Oh? What would y'all be doing at this hour of the morning, all ready for a day out on 
the town?” 


Emilia, Natsuki Subaru, and Natsuki’s contracted spirit Beatrice all turned around to 
face her in unison. 


“Oh, good morning miss Anastasia! Why, we're out to go sweets shopping of course!” 


Emilia was the first to respond, blurting out a mildly ridiculous statement with a 
beaming smile on her face. 


Natsuki piped up. “Yep! We gotta get going early to get things while they're fresh! Or 
else Beako will be sad, if she has to eat cold pastries!” 


The great spirit slapped his arm. 


“Exactly like Subaru said! We have to get going suuuper early, before all the specialties 
sell out! Betty will be terribly sad if she can't taste the local sweets!” 


“Will you two stop putting all this on me, | suppose!” 


Anastasia watched bemusedly as the two of them giggled together and took turns 
rubbing the little spirit’s head to appease her after their teasing. 


Still with one hand on Beatrice's head, Natsuki momentarily sank into contemplation. 
Then, grinning widely, he turned to face Anastasia. 


"But what if..." He took a step back, eyes shining with a rather childish determination. 
"We will tell you, but only if you give us your scarf!" 


Emilia's eyes widened. The spirit made a face. 


"Absolutely not." She snapped. From all the things she couldn't understand about them, 
their obsession with her scarf was the one she could comprehend the least. 


Subaru immediately deflated, his plan soundly foiled. "Welp, it was worth a shot," he 
said, throwing both his arms up into the air. 


"Not a very good attempt. | suppose." The odd little spirit comforted. 


“Well then, we best be off. Thank you for being such a kind host, Anastasia-san. I'm 
sure we'll get plenty of time to talk later!” 


Bidding a hurried goodbye, Natsuki grabbed the hands of his two female companions 
and disappeared. 


What a strange little group, was all Anastasia could think of them. 


Shame they're going to miss out on the daisukiyaki. 


Several hours later, an already tumultuous morning rife with Astrea family drama was 
interrupted once again in a somehow even ruder manner. 


“TESTING, TESTING! ONE, TWO!! CAN ALL THE LITTLE MEATBAGS HEAR ME? 
GOOD, KAHAHAHAAA! THE OWNER OF THIS BEAUTIFUL VOICE IS NONE 
OTHER THAN THE ONE AND ONLY SIN ARCHBISHOP OF LUST, CAPELLA 
EMERADA LUGUNICA!! NOW SIT TIGHT, LITTLE ROTTEN BITS OF FLESH! THE 
WITCH CULT HAS ARRIVED TO LAY SIEGE TO YOUR CITY!! 
KAHAHAHAAAAAAAA!!!” 


With that impossibly loud and screechy voice blaring over the city loudspeakers, the 
investigation of the Emilia faction’s strangeness was shelved until further notice. 


